> IN 


* DUKE WILLIAM "Y 
F- -G AR L 7 AND, 


— "x 24% * 4 3, 1 7 * wy - , 8 2 
55 Containin 8 oe deightiul”” CE Al 


i 

„ ire 1 r 

4. Laſs of Richmond Hit. 5 8 

„ Atrah by my Canniſter 

4 at O Brian's eſcape from the Beach” 
Convention. | 


* 


5 


{Licenſed ahd Entered according, 'S deb. | = 


* . fo +4 . * > 6 * ( 
o : g : 8 

* - 
F | , 
*# > g » 

N 
1 , * % * 7 
p * 1 
4 N | | 


5 5 
* * > 
= > 


2 5 ; 
- Got up one morning by two © clock, 


IJ 


A 1 D * 
05 > * w. © 
* * 4 * "=. : \ 
F rn. tt. i. Py 
— —ä4Ü— —ü — — 4 N 
* 


pbDukE WILL Tat. GARLAND, 
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Duke William's Ramble. | 


UKE William and a nobleman, * 
Heroes of England's nation, $4 


To take a recreation, 1 ba 
1 the ſuburbs they did go. 

In fatlors dreſs from top to toe, 
Now. ſays the Duke, we ſoon ſhall Know, 
hat ulagethere's for ſeamen 
Thien i in this brave and watlike Ps" 1 


They baſted to an inn, . 


ha landlady ſhe did begin xv 
ith 8800 -words to prev m, 
Walk in my lads be and 8 
Me love a jolly failof . 
They up ſtairs went mne tel, 
Without any more diſputing, 
The Duke replied, kind landlady, _ 
Bring wine both red and white in, 


* 
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Bean they drank the wine half out, ; | 


There's one ſo fat, I dare be ſworn, 


A preſf6-gang that was brave and ee 
Did ſearch the Tower rooms about 
For Warlike jolly ſeamen. 
Up ſtairs the andlady did fay, * 
bf ſeamen you're a ſeeking, - |. 


That n can Ray ** 1 
* 


7 
> 


* 


| Nee 


Ne'er mind my lads, the Enden 298 
But up ſtairs went immediately, 

What ſhip brothers, they all did cry, 
For we are jolly ſeamen. 


we do belong to George ſays wil, 
Says they, where's your protection, 
We've none at all, the Dake WP, 
Don't caſt on us reflection, $885 1 
hen the lieutenant he did fay, | 
Come brothers come along with me, 
On us you muſt not make a prey, 

My warrant is for ſeamen. 


hey haul'd them to the tender then, 
The captain he did meet them, 
he Duke replied, kind entlemen, 
Take care of all your Ripping, | 
Vith that the eaptain he did ſwear, 
I am your ſhepherd I declare, 
ll make you know your ſaucy air, 
Go down ner the ſeamen. 


0 then the Nobleman did go dawn, 

But the Duke, he did refuſe it, 

Thich made the officers to e 
And ſadly him abuſed, 


Where mult I lie his highneſs faid, 

; Mult I not have a feather bed, 
ſou're fat enough, they all then ſad, 

wk in among the ſeamen. 
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0 then his Higlitief did Ret down, 
Amongſt his: comrade ſeamen, 

Which made him ſtare to ſee the fare, 
Of many a briſk young ſeaman, 

Below he tore his trowſers o'er, Ga, 
And he call'd for a A 


> You ſaucy dog the captain ſaid, 


Here's none but jolly ſeamen, 


But for your ſauce you ſurely ſhall, 
You muſt be flog'd and ſhall, fir, 


To the gang way him they ſtraight convey, 


And whip him like a dog, fir, - 

Then flip, they cry'd, the Duke reply'd, 
1 do not like your laws, * 

I ne' er ſhall ſtrip for to be whipt, 
80 ſtrip me it vou dare, fir. 


i O chen came down the boatſwain' > mates 


The Duke for to undreſs, far, 
But quickly he did eſpy, 
The ſtar upon his breſt, fir, 
Then on their bended knees they fell, 
Yea and for mercy loud did call, 
The Duke replies you're villains all, 9 
For uſing thus poor ſeamen. 


No wonder Why my father he, 
Can't well man al his ſhipping, 
It's by your baſely uſing them, 
And them always a whipping ; ; 
But for the future failors all, 
Shall have good uſage great and ſmall, 
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They heard the news together all, 
And cry'd God ſave Duke William, 


ow he commands all officers, 
That ſtand in need of wealth, fir, 
And gave his jovial crew ſome gold, 
That they might drink his bealth fir, 
nd when that he did go away, 
The ſailors with a loud: huzza, 
Baid heavens bleſs the happy day, 
| 4 they preſt Dake William, 
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The LASS of RICHMOND HILL, 


() More fair than May-day morn; 
Her charms all other maids ſurpaſs, | 
A roſe without a thorn. 


The Laſs ſo neat, 
With imiles ſo ſweet, 
Has won my right good will, 
I'd crown reſign, | 


To call her mine, 
Sweet Laſs of Richmond Hill. 


Le Zephyrs fair who fan the air, 
In wanton through the grove; 

Go whiſper in her charming car, 
1 die for her in * 


N Richmond Hill there Pens Laß, 


How 
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My piſtol being cock 


The one lies in Cork che other in Shin Caravy | 


. re Tal lal Ia l fal la la, 
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How happy wou'd the. ſhe pherd be, 


Who calls:this Nympb his own, ) | 44 
Oh: may her choice be fix d on m — 
Mine's — on her ns e 
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| ARAB by my 7 — Lam a jorial blade. 


And for to 80 ſcamp1 I never was afr i | 

og py Ber, to let fire, ad, & | 

Stand and deliver was - Arm or I mult dare defre, — 
"© al la la, 

As I was iT riding o'er Hilſbüry mountain,” to 


hree ped gars, their old they Wer count } - 1 
Wender zut it fine but l N it deter, 222 2H 
1 robb'd chem of their bit and . it no Water. 


5 . Fal lat la. 739 4 f 1 . 

Ab by my ; canoiſter, I — have . 12 

That ſome of juſtice Fielding's men will catch hold « <A you, Bu 
And when you ſet your foot upon the Ladder, <0 
So boldly 25 may call for your gatiows'cap andfcathers / 

Fal lal la. ple 

Arrah by my conniſter as 1 Tuppoſe 1 you be. fir, . 3 Ar 


We are three pedlars, three pedlars Kee Hir, 
All Boipg to Dublin Gity with, whehing oer, 997 
But aggage and our Joading. . © 
E 
If Polly Hardy had been true I would not have been taken, | 
But Molſv the prov: d falſe acd that Was the reiſoon, © Wh 
I being faft a ſleep not thinking of the matter, 


unloaded my piſtols and fill "TIE 
* Vin eg een e, g 


1 * two brothers hey re both in the army, 


I'd rather ſee them, they're blyth and jolly, 
42 rather ſee the | thay n+ gallows Bell, 


— 


e 1 7 . | 
8 LARRIE O BRIAN. 


'VE (dead from the French Convention, 
Where libertyſto me they did mention, © 

ind many fine 1 all invention, 

; To humbug oF 

For they talk d MA ich things, = 

As if Frenchmen were Kings, 

Nad what rare fruit their tree of liberty, it brings; 

That I thought it very clever 

If it was to laſt for ever, O Poor 3 ! 

Pos and onny,! what à gaby to tarry, - oy 
And be mage thus a Sans n 
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The ert ching they murder'd their king, Sit, 

Ju hich I thought was a very baſe thing, Sir, 

5 While Ca Ira aloud they did ſing. Sir, 6 
O it bother'd Poor Larrie/O-Brim: 

Then a un and a {ſword by apy fide, | 
IBut no ſhoes nor breeches the provides 8 © 
- Fighting, marcbing, and retreating, © 
Baut the devil a bit of eating, O Poor Lartie | 

Blood and ouns ! what a gaby to tarry, 
And be made thus a Sans CENouter: A, * * 


| Then therr's one Mr Gaſton ther fay, Sir, HOSE” 

To fight him, we all marched away, Sir, oy 
D, by gingo, he. did us well pay, Sir, 

And precious brave ung; wy 39. 
Larrie bravely did run | 

rom ſuch liberty fun, E 

ho' he'd a thump ob the head A ihe dutt a of a outth 
| O! ſuch hooping and ſuch bawlin | 

And ſo many their lay ſprawling, 8 * Larrie ! 

Blood and ouns ! what a gabg go tarry, 

nd be made thus a Sans Culldtte. * 
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Little victuals, few cloaths, and no Pay, Sie, 
O thought I\if I could get away, Sir., F< 
None but madmen ſure with them would ſay: —Y 
Next to Calais they order d us then; ; 


* 


„„ was, bred, 7, 2 oe; 
And many ſhot dead, © up = 
rs victuals they wanted, but v were | d vich lead 

ia the Hurry and the flurrx . 
Larrie got aboard a wherry, O Poor be e 


Blood and ougs ! what gaby to tarr y, 
And be made thus a Sans Cullotte 


So goed bye to you Maſter Tom "EN Sir, 

If ever I am caught there again, Sir, MK 
| Mag the devil come and burn me amain, Sir, 
| Thank my ftars I am in England again: 

So may God bleſs George our King, | 

| May his enemies ſwipg, _ 

( For diſtreſs on Old England they ſurely wiſh to bring, 
| 

| 

| 

| 
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o_ and thunder! how they plunder, 


4 5 Fan qperty knock under, O Poor Larrie 
| Blood and wu 2 gaby*to'tarry, , 
And be made thus a Sans Cullotte, WY N 
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